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Are Ydu Readinp "The Wolves offiew York?" a Thrilling Story ofLove
i Summer Puts Its Best Foot Forward. This Day in Our History,

THE style in shoes has been affected by our busy lives. THIS is the anniversary of the famous duel In 1804 be-
tweenThe walking shoe has taken unto itself a far lower and Alexander Hamilton and Aaron Burr, in which

far more sensible heel, a heel on which one can stand to the former was mortally wounded. The encounter took
do Red Cross work with comfort For general wear a shoe place in Weehawken, N. X, and Hamilton, it is said, dis-

chargedin a dark tan shade, or in Mack, with this flat heel is par-
ticularly

his pistol in the air. Burr fled and never outlived
smart Good Housekeeping. the stigma of the deed. t

The Wolvesof New York Sea, Lie Still Columbia's Ship is By NELL BRINKLEf
on the Wave ' rm lasyau. UtentHail Sew arris.
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, A OF LOVE AND MYSTERY

Lilian
-- STORY

Plunges Her Hand Under the
ftcir-z?-y y j? Q?f )JjrJilf .gffiiyifiFC ' IMMRiMWrt

Pillow and Ascertains That
Her Jewels Are Safe.

1

Prt One (Continued)
Vbe woman misunderstood her,

thinking-- , naturally, that Lillian
spoke from a sense of resentment.
She sighed.

"He is not altogether a bad
man.' she said. "Be hat always
been cut to me and to the kinder.
But he resist not temptation. He
see your brooch yesterday; he
make ma tell yon that you haf
Jewels In your room. I know he
mean to steal dem, but I tink not
lie hurt you."

"He came upon me with a long
"knife," said Lilian Indignantly. "I
only Just contrived to escape. He
subbed the bed three times, think-
ing I was In it. He Is a murderer
and a thief."

The wife sighed again. "Ach,
my poor ninn." she repeated, "he
resist not temptation." She made
no attempt to express regret for
what had happened. "Haf he
taken your tings?" sne asked with
a touch of curiosity.

Her Jewels Safe.
Lilian plunged her hand under

the pUlow and ascertained that her
Jewelry was secure. Then she
made a move as if to get up.

"As you say, I am not badly
hurt." she said. "This wound will
ileal quickly and I can attend to
it myself now. I fainted which
was weak and silly of me. I will
get up at once, and I must go as

t soon as I am ready"
, "Tou TiU go?" cried the woman

in alarm.
"Do yon think I wil stay here

after what has happened?", cried
iMlan.

"Ach, but you vIII not go to the
( pollis? Tou Till not haf mu hus-ba- n'

put In prison!"
t , "No. you need not be alarmed.
f X shall not say a word. But I must

, go and at once."
For a moment Lilian felt that she

, ought to explain to this woman
something of the truth; then she

v decided that it was best to leave
,. f her In her present state of ignor- -

,5f ance. Sho must ascertain Orst what
. action Von Geldenstein proposed to

take now that he knew everything.
The woman seemed very much

1 disposed to prevent Lilian's depart
f lire, afraid, doubtless, that in spite

ox ner word she contemplated Isy--l
Ing the facts before the police. She
placed every obstacle of which she
could think In Lilian's way, but all
in vain.

, By 0 o'clock Lilian was ready:
She had dressed her wound as well
as she could, and It was wholly
concealed by her hat. She was suf-- ,
ferlng- - from a splitting .headache.
but that was a natural consequence
of the night's adventure and hadto be- endured. She had put on her
own clothes, and once more the

, mackintosh came in useful.
, "Tou may keep these," she said
to Rebecca, Indicating the clothes,
which she had cast off.

, In the front room she took an
raffectlonate farewell of the chil-
dren, with whom she was on the
best of terms. As she was doing

,eo there came a violent knocking
. at the front door. Mrs. Meyer ran
, to the window and gazed out.

After a moment she turned.
"The pollis!" she cried, throwingup her arms dramMMUly anddespairingly. Vb'

., CHAPTER CLL.

Tie Force of Heredity.
"The police?" In her turn Lilian

sprang to the window. Two men.
both of them In uniform, one be-
ing an Inspector, stood at the doorclamoring for admission. What
had happened? What did this
visitation betoken?

Rebecca stood wringing her hands
despairingly. "Mean Mann!" she
walled. "Vot haf he done? Vat be- -t

come of us?"
The children, hardly understand-ing, but feeling their mother--

' grief, burst Into sympathetic la-
ment. They had heard the word"police." and recognized the ad- -
vent of their traditional "bogey."

"Tou must open the door," said
Lilian, as the knocking was re-
peated with renewed violence.
"Come. Mrs. Meyer, we must, lesrn
what has happened to your hus-
band."

She led the way down the stairs.' At the door she drew back to al-
low the mistress of the house toopen If.

Good morning, Mrs. Meyer." said
, the Inspector, with gruff good

humor. "Tou're not In a hurry to
a vb euup fcuu&y. ana i aon t care

about waltlntr ntitM In th nlti
What's up?" He suddenly noticed
her tear-staine- d face.

j "Mein husban' haf you not come' about him?"
J Tes. I want to see him most
7 . particularly. Where is he?"

A? The wife gasped and dried her
1 eyes. Evidently the police hadbrought her no evil tidings. Lilian.
', I too. breathed sgain.

The two men entered the shop.
"We've come In search or Mr.
Meyer," said the inspector. "It has
only Just come to our knowledge
that he is here The last time I
bad the pleasure of a chat withyou your husband had gone away

- you did not know where"' "An' he haf gone away again
now. He go a way In the night. It
is for dat I fear ven I see you. I

', tink somethln' has happened to
i him.'' A look of relief crossed her

face. "Vat you vant mlt him?" she
..tasked.

Warrant for Armt.
"I have a warrant for his arrest."

; "Gott in hlmmel!. Vat for?"
"He is wanted on suspicion of

r having been concerned In the mur- -
!er of Conway Franks i month ago.
We have been attempting to trace
him. but he has eluded us. Kow. I

i Know mai ne was in tms nouse
BV - v uv n Mtu UMt

I

night by one of our men."
Mrs. Meyer began to weep again.

"He not a murderer, mein husban'."
she walled. "Ach, nein: not dat.
Vot for you suspect him?" She
turned savagely upon the Inspector.

"It is known that he was near the
scene of the murder at the time It
was comitted. Franks sold you
a good many things that day
we've beenr over that ground be-
foreyou and I and your husband
knew that he had his pockets full
of gold. We merely wish to ask
Mr. Meyer a few questions at the
station; It he answers them satis-
factorily, he won't be detained long.
It he's not guilty, he'll be all right.
So If he's here, Mrs. Meyer, fetch
him down, and let's get the job
over."

"But I tell you again he Is not
here. He go away In the night I
know .not where." The woman
spoke through her tears with an-
gry Insistence.

Then by your leave or without
it we will search the house," said
the Inspector shortly. "I also pro- -

y pose to turn over your stock-in- -

trade, Mrs. Meyer, to convince my-

self that none of the articles taken
from.Frank's body have found their
way here. Tou have a fine and
varied collection of buttons In your
Bhop window, and I see there are
curiosities of all sorts. Perhaps we,
may come acrcts a gold nugget set
in a pin. Anyway, we are going to
have a look."

"Tou may search vat you like
and vere you like," said the woman,
suUenly. "I tell you dat you find
nothln'."

Wonld Find Wo Evidence,.
The search was in fuU progress

when Lilian took her departure
from the house. She knew no one
better that the rjolice would
neither find Von Geldenstein. nor
any incriminating evidence against
him. Purse, buttons, nugget, lay
secure In the last place any one
would think of searching for them.

As soon ,aa she could find one
Lilian tooleJa cab and to the
home of hex employer. It was with
considerable trepidation that she
rang the bell at the millionaire's
house, for. she had grave doubts as
to his return. In his excited state
of mind he might have been capable
of any act of folly.

"Is Mr. Von Geldenstein at home?"
J she asked of the grave flunky who

opened the door to her.
The man's expression was, stolid.

He evinced no surpr'se at the ques-
tion. Everything app-ar- ed as usual
in the house.

"Tes, madam. He returned this
morning. He Is In "his study. Miss
Von Geldenstein Is in the morning
room."

Lilian breathed a sigh of relief.
In the morning room she found
Miss Rachel complacently poring
over the paper. The breakfast
things had Just been removed.

"Ah, I thought you would, come
soon after," said the lady, 'rising
and greeting Lilian with some
warmth. "Tou have followed him
and kept your eye upon him these
days is not that so? He returned
this morning Just as I sat down to
breakfast. He would not take
breakfast, but went straight to his
study." Rachel evinced, no particu-
lar curiosity to know where her
brother had been. She always main-
tained that It was none of her busi-
ness, and for years she had been
accustomed to these periodical dis-
appearances. To her there was
nothing new in the events of the
psst few days. Her brother had
been away and had returned as
usual; that was all.

Refusing the suggestion of break-
fast, Lilian made her way to the
study. She tapped gently af the
door. To her first knock there was
no answer, so she tapped again,
this time more, loudly.

Door Finally Opens.
Von Geldenstein himself opened

the door to her. He wss dressed
in his ordinary clothes, but the ex-

pression on his face was rather
that of the criminal than that of
the millionaire. He was Intensely
pale, and bis eyes expressed suf-
fering. His shoulders Wre still
bowed and rounded, as she bad
lately been accustomed to see
them.

"Come In" His voice sounded
hollow and unnatural. He stretched
out a bony band It was strange
that his hands had never before
appeared thin and bony to Lilian
and gripped her by the arm. So he
had seized her In the early hours
of that morning, wnen he had grad-
ually appreciated the truth of his
double Identity. "Come In." he re-
peated, and drew her into the
study Then he locked the door and
confronted her.

He had been writing at his desk.
Sheets of manuscript lay about in
unwonted disorder. Lilian noticed.
too. that the safe was open, and
then, with a shudder, she e.tw that
he had taken out the objects which
had belonged to the murdered man,
Franks. They were heaped

upon a chair.
It was very cold in the room, for

the stove had not been lit. The
rain had never ceased to fall; It
still beat pitilessly down upon the
currugated iron roofing of the
veranda, and dripped with a mo-
notonous sound upon the wooden
balustrade The same was exact-
ly the same as that to which Lilian
had tlstened during the night.

"What do you think of me?"
asked he, hoarsely. He stood be-
fore her, and It was as If the large,
coarse body of Von Geldenstein had
shrunk and arsimtlaled Itself into
the cringing shape of the man of
South street

"Are you Von Geldenstein or "
began Lilian.

(To Be Continued Tomorrow)
iCaarrtist to W, S. ftanu

Times Readers May Get
Canning Book Where They

See This Poster

With the aim of serving Its
women readers The Washington
Times offers to every housewife a
free canning book to help them
save every ounce of fruit and vege-
tables that they possibly can. This
applies particularly to the war
gardners whose crop .his year In
the District s estimated at
1000,000.

"Can the falser" posters have
been put up In 200 convenient
places where Washington Times
readers can go and get this book,
which Is being offered by The
Times with the cooperation of the
National War Garden Commission.
Tou may call at The Times offlcei
or at any of the locations where
The Times baa placed these can-
ning books to be given out on re-
quest.

Importance of saving all the war

garden crop that cannot be eaten
Is shown In the early figures com
piled by the National War Garden
Commission which point to an esti-
mated Increase of 40 per cent In
the number of war gardens over
1017 In order to Inspire canning
to the limit the National War
Garden Commission Is offering
310.000 In Thrift Stamps for the
best canned vegetables grpwn In
war gardens. These contests are
being organized all over the coun
try. The commission, of which

"Charles Lathrop Peck is president,
given with each half filled stamp
book a National Capital Prize Cer-
tificate to go to the blue ribbon
winner In any totality where a
canning rxhlhltlon Is held

The Times urgei that every
woman' get one of the canning
books at once as the supply Ii
limited These books have been
written by expert and approved
by various authorities on canning
and drying.
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"Mora than one million American soldier boy are now in France."
New note.

white n with the green floating hair and the cold
OSEA, He still and sleep and dream on the deep sea floor. In your

bed of smooth, green seaweed, laid thick on coral stfd
helL Lie still and breathe- - softly, so the fathoms of green water that

lie above yon, between us and La Belle France and Merrle England,
saay be calm. For over the sea-boso- suspended high In thin, madcap,
uncertain watery riding the Flood, our troopships gather way. Innumer-
able! And on board they carry our hearts along with smiling, singing,
talented boys our "knights without fear and without reproach!" Clutch
in your conch-she- ll pink Angers, If yon should see one, the Hun's tin
devil-fish- ! In your fingers that can grip with so terrible a rage, so cold,
so hard! But sleep and dream for ut. Keep a quiet bosom and gently
waving hands, and lift not even your mermaid knee, so the sea may
dimple and smile, and never boil above you.

VEIdi BRMKLET.

ADVICE TO THE
LOVELORN

By BEATRICE FAIRFAX.

A Simple Matter.
JJEAR MISS FAIRFAX:

I am writing to consult you
about a young man who works
In an office adjoining mine who
is attentive to me, but whom I
have never met. I seem to run
Into him everywhere, and it Is
very annoying. Now I do not like
this man, but I do not wish to
hurt his feelings by being too
abrupt with him. V.

rpREAT this man as you would
any other stranger, and If you

meet him through an Introduction
treat htm politely. He will soon
see that yoa do not cars for bis
attentions, and If he Is a gentleman
will leave you alone.

Will the Sun Explode?
Is our sun In danger of blowing

npt. Scientists say that It la
AH suns, they tell us. shrink as

they cool externally, and ours has
been cooling and shrinking for un-
told myriads of millions of years.

There was a time when the sun
was big enough to nil up all the
space clear to where our earth now
Is, and further. To-da- y It Is ninety-thre- e

millions of miles distant
from us. owing to Its having shrunk
so enormously.

But as It shrinks and cools ex-

ternally, so does the he-i- t of the
Interior- - core Increasit with the
pressure brought to bear on it.
Some day this pressure will become
too great to be borne any longer,
and the sun will explode.

There will then be no longer any
sun, but In Its place an Inconceiv-
ably enormous mass of super-
heated Incandescent gas. a white-h- ot

fog that will reach to the ex-

treme limits of the present solar
system.

Caught In (his flaming maelstrom
our earth will flash onie like a
burntlnir shell and disappear miriv
elled to nothingness in an lnst&nt.
But. tbank goodness, that won't
hasnea la oar Umsl

A FISH WORTH
TRYING

Have you ever tried gray JltM
The Department of Oommerc
recommend it at cheap and nu-

trition. It It rich, uholtetome
and generally excellent, and the
variety of wayt in ichich it may
fie terved will make it an import-
ant addition to the country's diet.
Here are a few recipet. Try them.

GRATFISH HASH.
One can grayliah; 1 pint boiled

potatoes. In small places; 1
butter; salt and pepper.

Flake the fish and mix with the
other Ingredients. Place In a but-
tered frying pan and stir until
thoroughly heated throughout, then
leae long enough to bron ou tna
bottom. Turn out on a platter,
brown side up.

SCALLOPED GRATFISH.
One can grayflsb, 3 cups stale

bread crumbs broken Into small
pieces, or 3 cups boiled rice, 3 table-
spoons butter or finely chopped salt
pork, rendered suet, or other cook-
ing fat, 1 tablespoon finely chopped
onion. 1 tablespoon finely chopped
sour pickle, few grains cayenne
pepper.

Into a baking dish put a layer of
bread crumbs or rice. Spread over
It a small amount of chopped pickle,
onion and fat. Add a layer of flsh
and another layer of crumbs or
rice, and so on. Reserve about half
the fat for a final layer of bread
crumps on top of the dish. Bake
until the crumbs are brown.

GRATFISH LOAF
One can grayflsh, 1 cup cracker

crumbs. 1 egg. two-thir- cup of
milk, paprika .tnd salt

KUKe the grayflsh, mix with the
cracker crumb and the egg, well
beaten, and season to tate. Bake
for fifteen minutes la a buttered
dish,

Puss in.
AN INTERESTING

By David Cory.
JUNIOR and his llttls

PUSS the Gnome, King, trav-
eled on and on until they found

themselves at the foot of a high,
round hill. At on side of the great
mound the stream which they had
been following suddenly stopped'
short, making a deep well, over
which hung an old oak tree.

Right at the foot of this tree was
an upright gray stone, part of a
rock deeply sunk In the hillside.
Hera the Gnome paused, and, turn-
ing to smile reassuringly at Puss,
picked up a pebble about the size of
an acorn and dropped It Into the
well, at the same time knocking
gently on the flat stone.

In a moment the rock opened ta
the middle, and there stood a little
old woman, as withered as a Spring
apple and as bright as a butterfly,
dressed In a scarlet bodice covered
with spangles and a black petticoat.

On seeing the Gnome she made a
low bow and In a shrill, eager voice
Invited them In. Puss hesitated,
but the little old woman snatched
his paw and pulled him In. asking
In a whisper, "Dost thou fear for
thyself when In the company of
the King of the Gnomes?" Then,
opening a low door In the side of
the cavern, she beckoned them to
follow. In the middle of a still
larger room stood an armchair,
fashioned from beryl and jasper,
with knobs of. amethyst and topaz.
Toward this th Gnome walked,
whlla the old woman brought forth
a robe of velvet, green and" soft as
forest moss, and, placing a ring of
rough gold on his head, she held
up th train of his royal robe while
he sat hlmstlf down in his chair of
state.

After making another low rever-
ence to the Gnome King, she banded
the little monarch his sceptre.
which was a tall bulrush of go'd.
Leaning forward, he touched her
on the head with It. when to Puss
Junior's astonishment she turned
lnto a beautiful bluebird.

"Hereafter," said the Gnome King,
looking kindly at Puss, "this bird
shall be your companion and will
show you many and curious things.
I can spare no more time, for my
people must be governed, but be-ra-

of your great fondness for
fairy tales I now leave ou In the
care of this bluebird. Unless, per-
chance, you. wish to return' o your
fatter" But Puss answered eager-
ly that ha would rather Me mare

t
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of Gnosieland. and. so would X asA
so would ypu, rntsure.

"Gcod luck to youl" cried the
Gnome King, as be shook ban
with Puss, and then the door
"opened, and. Puss found himself
once more by the side of the great.
flat stone In the hillside, where the
rippling waters of the littler stream
flowed Into the pqol at the foot of
the great oak tree.

And in the next story you shall
hear how Puss met an ugly little
dwarf.

CBpTrlckt. ISIS. B.TI4 Cory.
Ta n Continued

Town Btiilt of Glass.
Kelberk. near Cracow. Ik a tows

which Is located underground and
Is c,at entirely from rock) salt.
There are 3,000 Inhabitants, all
workers la the salt mines. and all
the houses and streets ar of ths
purest white.

There ts probably In all fchs world
only one town built of gufcs, and
that la to be found near Tellowstons
Park In the United States. The glass
Is not artificial, but natural, beln
formed by ages of volcanlo action.
It la dark green or black in hue.
but In every other respect resem-
bles the artificial product.

Easily cut into slabs nd Imper-
vious to the weather. It makes ex-

cellent building material.
Bare Ira, In Portuguese East

Africa. Is the only sine city n ex-
istence. Zinc is the only material
capable of withstanding the pecu-
liar climate. It only took soma
thousands of people who make uy
the population six months to build
the place. Hospital, church, arsenal,
and every dwelling is of sine; tns
dead are burled In zlno coffins, andeven roost of the railway cars ara
of zlno throughout.

Prosperity of Morocco.
The progress made in Morocco

during the last three years. In spit
of the war. has been extraordinary.
The trade, which was practically
monopolized by Germany before the
war. has now passed largely ta
France, who has spent vast sums
on the restoration and improve-
ment of Moorish towns and ruraldistricts. Under the direction efGeneral Lysutey. good quarters,
new roads, and bridges have sprung
u. where formerly only a wilder-- n

existed. The railway la another
recent addition to tna lUorlsa JaasVf
scans. --. .
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